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She herself felt a fearful wear!ness. She was
aching for sleep. She staggered on her little feet
Her shoes hurt her, her beautiful dress was torn*
the place where she had been whipped was smart-
ing* She would find the room upstairs that was
generally hers* The thought of sleep was so de-
licious as to be incredible,

She sat down half-way up the stair% and with
her head in her hand dreamily considered herself*
She had learnt to do this early in life, because,
observing things and people, she had realised that
5f you do not consider yourself no one else is going
to* But when she began to think nf herself if was
always to her mother and father that she was led*

Years ago she had persuaded Tom Gauntry to
take her, pillion-fashion^ to see the hrmse where
she was born* They had ridden into the heart
of the valley of Borrowdale, and there, on a little
hill above the village of Rosthwaitt% was standing
this strange tumble-down house. She could not
credit her own sharp eyesight when she saw it
They had tied the horse to the gate and walked
in the grass-grown courtyard* It was late April*
and the smaller daffodils were blowing under the
wind, A storm was coming up over Glaramara,
and flashes of sun glittered in cold sharp gleams
and were gone again* Under the wind and the
hurrying cloud the house looked desolate enough*
Judith, used to the noise and vitality of Stone
EndSj the luxury and comfort of Uldale, could not
believe that this was where her father had lived
for so many years* Some peasant lived there now.
Two very dirty children, sucking their thumbs.